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Halloween night 


Author's Notes: 
Hello, guys! My first fanfic here.. | actually decided to write it as a challenge to myself long ago. Hope you like 
itl 


London, 1983. 


“Whoever it is, please, show up" Bruce asked, trying to keep calm, althought it was impossible. 


It was a relatively quiet night, not many cars were heard, and only a breeze blew. But it was always like this, 
until Bruce decides to sleep.. Then strange noises would appear and the temperature would change as if he was 
in Russia. After that, the nightmares would come. 


"Please." The boy pleaded, leaning against the window sill. "Please." he begged again, wishing to get his peace of 


mind back. 


Not getting an answer, Bruce sighed. Tired, he curled himself in a fetal position in a corner of the room. He 


was tired and frustrated. 


“Why are you doing this to me? What have | done to you? | just need to sleep in peace.. Now people are 
starting to think I'm crazy!" He shouted in an act of despair. 


He was not crazy, he knew he was not. There was someone behind it all, he was sure of that. He did not know 
who or how, but once he had seen a man with long curly hair standing at his window.. Just watching. And what 
led him to believe that this man is related to a supernatural temperature change in his room? Simple! Because 
there was something dark about him.. Bruce could feel it. 


He had bills to pay, had a college and had Samson. He was full of problems and he did not need another one. 


A wolf howls, startling Bruce and pulling him to his feet. But could a wolf be in the middle of the city? Of 
course it could not be.. But then, what was that sound? 


"| just need to sleep," he murmured, feeling his eyelids weight. 

He walked to the bathroom, hoping to get his sanity back. He leaned over the sink and washed his face, noticing 
the dark circles under his eyes. Returning to his upright position, there was a big mirror in front of him. While 
criticizing himself for not going away from that haunted place, Bruce felt a chill run down his spine. The man 


also felt the presence of someone behind him. The mirror, however, showed that he was alone. 


Shaking his head in denial, Bruce turned his heels and would end up in his room, if it wasn't for a person 


pushing him back 
"Good evening, Bruce." The stranger said, with a wicked smile on his lips. 


It was the same man at his window. The singer could recognize that hair anywhere, since he had dreamed of it 


so many Times. Now, however, he could analyze the figure with the help of the artificial lightening. 

His skin was absurdly pale and his dark eyes looked puzzling. He was just a litte taller than Bruce, that is, he 
had a short stature. He had some tattoos strewn about his arms; the dark shirt he wore left only a few of 
them on display. He seemed to be around 30 years old. Honestly, if it were not for the extremely pale skin he 
would look like one of those pub guys that Bruce would love to have on his bed. 

"Who are you?" Bruce asked with his heart about to jump out of his mouth. 


“| am the owner of this house," the other replied sarcastically. “Stephen Harris, or just Steve." 


And the situation only got worse. Of course Bruce knew who Stephen Harris was; he had researched, in a day 


of madness, all he could about that house. 

"You know he's dead, don't you?" 

“That was a long time ago." Steve said, frowning. “Do you know how | died, Bruce?" 
"Tuberculosis," Bruce replied with conviction, but his throat was dry. 


“You are wrong. | was murdered by someone called Sir Edward Head. He saved me from that cursed 


tuberculosis and gave me the life | have now." 

It must be a wonderful life, tormenting innocent people for hundred years." 
Steve laughed. 

“You always say what comes to your mind, honestly, | love it." 


“How long have you been stalking me? Since the day | moved to your house or since the day that devilish 


noises appeared from the window?" 


Bruce's rationality was far away now. How he was talking to a man who said to be Stephen Harris? What if he 
was some perverse murderer? Since when did Dickinson believe in supernatural things? Before wasn't him so 


sure that there was only someone very bad taste behind it all? 
"Since you were born," Steve replied in a serious tone. 


The younger did not know how to react. For the first time in his life he felt almost everything at the same 
time. He felt a big fear, a tremendous curiosity.. But behind it all, there was the happiness of knowing that 
perhaps his nightmare would end now and.. Well.. He was a bit horny too.. But only a little bit. 


"| always had the feeling that there was always someone around, watching." He closed his eyes, suppressing the 
urge to cry. "It's been years of therapy! People laughed at me, they called me crazy.’ 


Memories got Bruce's mind fiercely. He could hear the laughter of his family when they saw him desperate to 
turn on the light. However, it was not the smiling faces that bothered him so much.. It was the anxiety, the 
fear and all the nights he had spent praying for them to end. 


“| know it was a difficult time, but | was protecting you." 
“Protecting me? You ruined my life! And what did you get seeing a 5 year old crying for his mother because 


he had a sick fear of the dark or seeing a l4 year old boy masturbating? My life never needed the protection 
of a mad ghost. " 


Steve had followed the whole development of the man in front of him, that's true. He could remember the day 
that the child began to listen to Rainbow or the day he decided he could never follow his dream of being an 
airplane pilot. All this time, Bruce had always been sensitive to his presence; however Harris always kept some 
distance from his treasure.. Because he had never been invited to enter the places where Bruce attended. 


Until the day the singer has rented the house that Harris had built long ago.. Such a happy coincidence. 


“You wouldn't understand. Let's say you're an easy target for people like me. And that's because you were 


born to be mine. Then, it is fair that | give you protection" 
"I'm not your property!" Bruce shouted, clenching his fists. 
Steve laughed. Like a psychopath would laugh at his victim. 


"We are so connected that you can feel my presence even when the others can't. You belong to me, Dickinson, 


and always will” The sweetness in Harris's voice made Bruce's body tighten. 


In a lapse of carelessness, the youngest was thrown against the wall by the elder. With an unbelievable force, 
Harris managed to press him against the cold surface. Their bodies brushed against each other and Bruce 
could even feel an erection forming in the other's trousers. The singer took a deep breath, trying to avoid one 
between his legs. 


“Hmmm. 
What was supposed to be a protest ended up sounding more like a moan. 


"By the way, l'm not a crazy ghost," Steve murmured, rubbing his body against the other's. “I don't understand 
ghosts very well, but | don't think they can do this." 


Finishing what he had to say, Harris attacked Bruce's lips unexpectedly. It was a very big shock, to feel the cold 
lips of the famous Stephen Harris attacking him. It was also a very strange sensation of having the cold tongue 
of the biggest one inside of his mouth. After the shock, even with anger, Dickinson returned the kiss.. By a 


mere act of need, of course. 


The kiss continued, fiery, flames consumed Bruce's body. He felt like an antelope being devoured by a lion Steve 


was stronger, faster and, apparently, had enough breath to kiss him for an eternity. 

Harris separated their bodies, when in a moment of lucidity, he remembered that Bruce had to breathe. 
Keeping his posture calm, he watched his precious boy searching for oxygen desperately. Bruce's face was red, 
almost purple. 


"Don't worry, you won't have to live searching for air forever." Steve commented, going to the bedroom. 


“What do you mean?" 


The question was not answered. No need. Dickinson still spent some time in the bathroom, reflecting on his life, 
what had just happened, and on his sanity. When he finally took courage, he marched headlong into the infernal 
bedroom. 


“Like what you see?" 


What could Bruce answer? What is the answer when the reason why you have so many problems appears 
naked in your bed? 


"Dress yourself up!" Bruce dictated, feeling his face turn red. 

“Not before the ritual” 

“What? 

"We are about to eternalize our relationship. After that, you will join the world of the dead 


In a supernatural speed, Steve was now positioned behind Bruce. The smaller one swallowed hard, feeling the 


other's erection against his buttock, and firm fingers moving his hair away from his nape. 
“Why me?" 


At first, Steve did not answer. He was too busy distributing kisses along Bruce's neck. He licked, nibbled and 


sucked.. Dickinson tasted delicious. 

‘Its an old debt of your family. They promised me the bbbth child that would born alive." 

“In exchange of what?" Bruce protested, facing Steve. “What can | do for getting rid of you?" 

‘It was a life, Bruce. One life, however, has a unique value.. Only another one can pay this debt. " 
“Okay... Then, I'll promise you my seventh grandson or something.” 

A kid that will never be born.. 

Steve smiled. 


Its not up to you to decide that. It belonged to an ancestor of yours. Do not test my patience any longer, 
boy." 


With that said, sharp claws were stuck in Bruce's wrists. The dark-haired man groaned in pain, only now 


realizing the animal's nails the other had. Turning to look at Steve, he noticed that his eyes a reddish color and 


small fangs jumped from his mouth. 
"Stop!" Bruce moaned, feeling the blood leaving his body. 


Steve answered the plea Bruce stopped for some time to examine the wounds .. If he could escape he would 
have scars for the rest of his life. 


Harris, then, in a quick, determined movement, tore the boy's pajama shirt in two, revealing a hairy abdomen. 
“Take your clothes offl" Screamed Steve with lust. 

Bruce did. As he pulled his pants off, his legs trembled with fear. When he finished, he rested one hand in his 
manhood. With a sidelong glance, he noticed that the bedroom door was still open. Would it be stupid to try to 


escape? No, stupid would not to try. 


'Steve.. Is that shadow behind you from the ancestor who sold you my soul?" He asked, pointing to a random 


spot behind Steve. 

Harris furrowed his thick eyebrows, turning to see what it was. 

In the meantime, Bruce ran to the hall 

Steve, realizing what had just happened, laughed mischievously. 

Bruce was already at the front door, when he felt hands gripping his hair. 

“Please.. Let me go." 

Now Bruce was crying. 

“It will be fast, you will not feel any pain. If you wish, | can make you feel pleasure." 
What choice did he have? 

“Its all right. Make me have the best orgasm of my life." 


Steve nodded. They returned to the bedroom holding hands. Getting there, the eldest led the smaller one to the 
bed and pulled his legs apart, positioning himself between them. 


They started with kisses. Steve returned to Bruce's lips, who slowly took the courage to run his fingers 
through the other's locks. Satisfied with the boy's attitude, Steve turned his attentions to Bruce's pink nipples. 


Small bites were deposited there, making delicious sounds appear from the boy's mouth. 


It is true that the temperature of Steve's body was so cold that it chilled Bruce, but gradually he became 
used to that sensation Why was he accepting it so well? Was it because the other pleased him or because he 
knew in his heart that he couldn't fight against Steve? At that moment, he just cursed the Grandma Dickinson 
who had made that damn promise. 

Then he felt the other come down, running all over his belly and stopping on his cock. Without further ado, 
that fanged mouth swallowed his whole dick. Bruce screamed in surprise, holding the sheets. The movements 
started slow, gaining speed as time passed. Ah! Yes! Certainly the best blow job of his life. Even with all the 
coldness that emanated from Steve's body, he certainly knew how to use his mouth and tongue. Years of 
practice. 

Harris stopped when Bruce's body announced that the end was near. Satisfied with the result, a sweaty, red, 
breathless singer, Steve directed his fingers to the boy's mouth, in a mute request to suck them. And Bruce 


did, happy. 


The middle finger was the first to be introduced in Bruce's butt. The others came after some time. 
"Let your body get used to the feeling.. Keep calm.. " Steve asked, his voice hoarse with desire. 


Bruce just rolled his eyes, straightening. 


When he felt that Steve had withdrawn his fingers and leaned his cock against his entrance, all the calm of 
before was gone. He had fingered himself a few times.. But sex like that he had never done. 


‘Its my first timel" Bruce grunted shyly. 
“| know. It took me a lot to guarantee that. Do not worry, I'll be gentle. " 


In a flash all the bad memories come back. Bruce could hear Janick perfectly screaming that he was cursed, 
leaving him alone in the boarding school bathroom. He could also see Adrian running away from him, abandoning 
him on his bed. And what could he do if deep down he understood that feeling of being watched better than 
anyone else? 

It was you all the time." Bruce said, smiling sadly; 

Steve ignored him, only concentrating to turn the other's body so that he had his belly against the mattress. 
“On your hands and knees." 

It was an order. But there was no way it could be more humiliating. 


"Yes, sir!" Bruce replied mockingly. 


But after hearing an angry sound coming from Steve he did what he was told 


“Beg for it 
Bruce could not contain himself and laughed. 
“You're practically raping me and you want me to ask for it? This is not bloody happening.” 


Steve sighed, bringing his hand to Bruce's cock. The boy was as hard as a stone, so cold hands began a light 


masturbation, meanwhile Harris would kiss and bite Bruce's back. 

It was too much for the youngest. The hands, the body above attacking him.. 

“Oh, just do it Bruce said in a low grunt. 

“Beg for it" 

“Please, Steve." 

That was exactly what Harris needed. Gently, he pushed his cock into Bruce's tight interior. At first it hurt a 
lot and it was as if someone was trying to break Bruce in two, but then his body get used to it and adapted to 
the wonderful feeling of being stuffed. 

When he noticed the sudden change in Bruce's face, from pain to pleasure, Harris began to withdraw his cock 
and then put it back on. Bruce just moaned. The movements were gaining strength and rhythm. The younger 
one could not control the waves of desire that Steve made he feel. 


“Oh! Steve!" Bruce screamed as he felt the other hit his prostate. 


They continued, Steve getting stronger and faster. So faster that Steve needed both hands do hold Bruce by 
the waist. With his cock left alone, Bruce decided to touch himself. 


Bruce was the first to cum, with a howl of pleasure. Steve took a few more thrusts, filling Bruce with his 


seed after it. 

Oh yes. Steve had waited years for that moment. 

While Bruce was still trying to breathe normally, he saw Steve's claws approaching his neck. 
“Will it hurts a lot?" 


The older man did not bother answer, just brought his head closer to Bruce's ear and murmured, “Good night, 


Bruce." 


Hearing that, the aspiring singer kept his eyes shut. He would have cried, perhaps, if it wasn't for the 
overwhelming pain that swallowed his body. It didn't take long to Bruce to faint. 


When Bruce woke up he could not identify where he was, he could only say that it was dark. Was it all a 
dream? Frustrated, he tried to stand up, but eventually felt something.. Something that was keeping him there. 


He tried to turn away, but it was in vain. He was trapped in some sort of capsule. That did not allow much 
movement. Furious, he kicked that prison with all the strength he had. What he gained in exchange was sand 
falling on his legs. 

At that moment, he realized that it had not been a dream, and also where he was. It was the worst feeling he 
had ever had. Despaired for his freedom, he punched the top of the coffin until it broke into pieces. Where did 
such strength come from? At that moment Bruce could not say. The sand quickly filled the open spaces, giving 
a horrible feeling of entrapment. 


Fighting the weight of the soil above, he used his arms to reach the surface. It took some time, but finally he 
could feel that his left hand was out of that chaos. Relieved, he continued on his way, until his head was out. 


Feeling the night air against his face, Bruce laughed in relief. He laughed even more wondering what would 
happen if someone saw him in that situation. It was at that moment that he realized that his body wasn't 
breathing.. If he really needed to breathe, the brunette probably would have died down there anyway.. But 
how? 

"| thought you had given up on trying to escape, Bruce. " 

"Steve?" 


"Come, | will help you." The older man appeared among the trees and graves, his body all dirty with sand. 


Bruce did not question, just let himself be pulled, he had to get out of there. Free, he tried to take some of 
the dust that covered his body and his fancy clothing. Turning to the other side, he saw his worst nightmare. 


Paul B. Dickinson. Beloved son, dear friend.. 
“What does that mean?" 
“It means that you are free of them. Now it's us. From here to eternity." 


Still confused, he lets his guardian take him by the hand and lead him away. 


Sidney, 2017. 

“Tonight, maybe the NWOBHM's most important band will be playing...“ 

Frustrated, Bruce turned off the TV. 

"Not into Samson anymore, love?" Steve asked laughing. 

That same sarcastic laugh that made Bruce fall in love during the 80s. 

“| was supposed to be there," muttered the younger. 

It was an ordinary night, lovers were naked on a hotel bed. 

"You know | could get some tickets, don't you?" 

"For God's sake, Steve! They would recognize me! | have the same face from 30 years ago! People still talk 
about me, you know? Everyone talks about the legendary vocalist who was killed by an unknown beast and.. 


There's even a stupid song about it 


For the first time in his life, Steve felt something close to regret. It was as if he had cut off the wings of the 


most beautiful voice in the world. 

“You can still sing for me, you know?" 

Bruce then looked at those reddish brown eyes that time taught him to love. 
"l'm not a number.. I'm a free man.“ 

As the words came out of his chest, tears of blood fell from Bruce's eyes. 
Steve just hugged the smaller one tightly. 

"l'm so sorry that | took all this from you." 

“Don't, | could never live without you. | love you, ‘arry." 

How many years without listening to that? 


"| love you too, Bruce. 


